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ry Dreams. 
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IN Airy Dreams ſoft fancy flies, 

y abſent Love to ſee; 

And with the early dawn I riſe, 
Dear youth; to think on thee. 
ow ſwiftly flew the roſy bours, 
While love and hope were new! 

Sweet as the breath of op'ning flow'rs, 

But, ah l as tranſient too. 


The moments now move flowly 
Uatil thy wiſh'd return 
I count them oft, as all alone 
The penſive ſhade I mourn... 
rn, return, my Love, and charm 
Each anxious care to reſt; 
+ - Thy ſmiles ſhall every doubt dif; 
And ſooth my ſoul to reſt, 
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